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My name is Astrid. I am immortal, forever cursed to walk this earth and be subjected to the desire of men and women. They want me and what flows from my engorged bosom.

My freedom is often short-lived. Maybe I am doomed to be an eternal slave?

If that is the case, I do not mind.

The sound of brutish yelling and creaking wood brought me out of my restless slumber. My head was throbbing, and the sunlight blinded me as I tried to open my eyes. The salty smell of the sea attempted to fight the stench of fish that surrounded me.

Where am I? Chaotic images crowded my mind, but my memory was hazy. I struggled to find anything to hold on to, anything concrete, but I kept returning to the same image of a bearded giant and the stink of sweat.

Vikings.

It all started coming back to me. The screaming. The blood. They had attacked the monastery, tearing through the monks with ferocity. They had swarmed up from the beach like a tidal wave, their faces split into beast-like snarls.

My father. A surge of intense sorrow washed over me as I remembered the sight of his face cleaved in half by a Viking’s sharpened axe. We had only gone to the monastery to sell our produce. And now he was dead. Tears welled up in my eyes, but I instinctually knew that now was not the time for grief. My hands were tied behind my back with crude rope, and something had been stuffed into my mouth. I tried to push it out with my tongue, but it did not budge. It was dry and tasted unpleasant, likely a piece of burlap that had been fashioned into a gag.

This can’t be good.

“Looks like the cute one is awake.”

I looked up at the figure of a burly Viking leaning in over me. His beard was untamed and had pieces of half-chewed food stuck in it, the long, blonde hair looked like it had not been washed in months, and a gruesome scar marred the left cheek of the worn face. He was huge, a giant, and as he laughed at the sight of my horror, the countless weapons hanging from his belt clattered.

I mustered up any courage I had and met his lustful gaze. “Mmmmph …” was all that came out when I tried to talk back at him. My heart pounded in my chest, but my father had stood up to them to try and protect me. I was not going to give up without a fight.

Another Viking, the Jarl by the look of his well-made fur cloak and gold-embroidered leather armor, walked over next to the other Viking and stared at me with narrow eyes. “She’s skinny. She won’t be much use as a thrall,” he scoffed and rested his hand on the pommel of his sword. “Maybe we should throw her overboard.”

I managed to get myself to a seated position and shook my head while muttering into my gag. Being a slave to Vikings had always seemed like a fate worse than death from the stories I had heard, but faced with drowning, I was suddenly willing to endure a lot to survive.

“Come on, Harald,” the other Viking said and laughed. “We can always sell her for … other kinds of activities.”

The surly Jarl seemed to stare into my soul, weighing my worth in his mind. My life was in his hands; the intelligent eyes looked over my slender, tall body, my auburn hair, and my pale skin. He had gray streaks in his dark beard and hair, but he was handsome, untouched by the rough life at sea that seemed to have taken its toll on his crew.

“Fine. But if she gives me any trouble, she’ll sink to the bottom.” He sighed. “Give her something to drink, at least.”

I looked around and noticed that there were no other prisoners on the deck. All I could see were sweaty, heavily armed Vikings. Am I … the only one left alive? After the loss of my father, the thought of the countless dead monks did not hit me as hard, but it told me what kind of people I was dealing with.

The smelly Viking removed my gag and poured me a cup of water from a barrel nearby. I emptied it, feeling the fresh water reinvigorate my tired body.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice coarse.

The Jarl Harald had turned his back to me but paused when he heard me speak. “You know our language?” He looked over his shoulder at me.

I nodded. “Yes, My Lord.” I despised the man and his crew with every fiber of my body, but being his captive meant that my chance of survival hinged on not offending him.

He turned toward me; the look in his eyes had changed. “What is your name?”

“Astrid, My Lord.”

Harald scratched his beard. “A Norse name. Is that how you know our tongue?”

“My mother …” I took a deep breath to calm myself as the image of my kind mother appeared in my mind. “… used to live in one of the Viking settlements in the north. She insisted on a Norse name and taught me the language.”

Harald nodded, seemingly impressed. “Maybe you can be of use after all.” He smiled. “But you’ll need more than language skills if you want to stay useful. I hope you’re a good fuck … slave.”

The two Vikings laughed and left me there, wet, miserable, and bound. Their raucous laughter echoed in my mind, as did the Jarl’s last words. A good fuck … how would I know? I never tried it. I was surprised to find that the thought of being ravaged by a smelly Viking did not fill me with as much dread as being drowned had; I had always been a curious girl, and as I sat there, feeling the tight rope dig into my wrists, I could not help but think that being a Viking slave was not much worse a prospect than being married off to a penniless, overworked farmer who was more likely to beat me than kiss me.

Don’t fool yourself, Astrid. You’re a slave now. The cold, rational voice subdued the adventurer within me and brought the crushing reality back down upon me. Me. Astrid. A simple farmer’s daughter, barely turned 19. A Viking slave.

I did not expect I would ever see my home country again.

But I would. I would see the whole world. Several times over.

The voyage from England took nearly a week. Jarl Harald did not speak to me again, but I could not avoid the attention of the other Vikings. For the first few days, they were busy rowing due to a lack of wind, but everything changed when the weather turned and allowed the ship’s sail to carry us forward and the unpleasant brutes started getting bored.

At first, they merely groped me when they walked by. Their rough hands tore my garments from me, baring my pale flesh to the frigid winds, and I had to grit my teeth to keep from crying out as they pinched my nipples or slapped my buttcheeks. I know I should have hated it, but I had lived a protected, boring life until this point – these men wanted me, I could see it in their eyes, and though their treatment of me was rough, my loins ignited with every touch.

Is this … who I am? The thought lingered during the whole voyage, fueled by every moan that escaped my lips when the men touched me. I had been raised as a God-fearing woman and listened to the lectures and warnings from the monks whenever I visited the monastery, but the longer I traveled from England, the more the lessons seemed to vanish from my mind.

“Why can’t we fuck her?” a grim-faced Viking said as his hands fondled my breasts with the grace of a bow-legged drunkard. My hands were tied above my head; I had been standing like that for hours, and my arms were going numb.

“You know why.” The scarred Viking that had convinced Harald not to throw me overboard was inspecting a chalice from the monastery. “She belongs to the Jarl until he says otherwise.”

The other Viking stared at Harald, who was standing at the bow of the ship, looking at the mountains that had come into view. “Come on, Ragnar. He doesn’t seem to care about her.” His hands started sliding up my inner thigh. So far, none of them had dared to insert their fingers into my most sacred space, even though I had been naked for almost a week.

The scarred Viking named Ragnar jumped to his feet and drew his sword. “There are rules, Halbrand.” He placed the sword on top of Halbrand’s arm, preventing him from sliding his hand further up. The cold steel of the sword rested against my skin, sending a pleasant shiver through my body.

“Fine.” Halbrand stepped back and spat on me. “She’s just a worthless slave cunt, anyway.” He turned around and walked to the other end of the ship, kicking a bucket on the way.

“Thank you,” I said and smiled at Ragnar.

He scoffed and shook his head. “Don’t thank me, slave. You’re just another thrall.” He sheathed his sword. “Your life will be nothing but servitude from now on. You may not be as grateful the first time the Jarl or some other Viking ties you up and fucks you.”

I leaned my head back against the mast and sighed. Doesn’t sound too bad to me.

The ship sailed into a small fjord surrounded by mountains and forests. The sun shone from a cloudless sky, and the impressive vista and mild temperature made it seem like a fairy tale compared to the gray, muddy plains I was used to. Hundreds of people stood on the docks, waving and cheering as the Jarl’s ships started unloading their cargo. Other slaves were being dragged from the other ships, but not any that I recognized.

“Get yourself ready, slave,” Ragnar said and tossed a sack of clothes at my feet. He untied my hands and crossed his arms, waiting for me to get dressed.

I put on a thin linen underdress and a wool dress over it. It felt nice to have clothes on me again; even though I had been given a blanket for the cold nights at sea, the days had been spent being pummeled by wind and rain with nothing to protect me. Ragnar placed a wooden beam across my neck and forced me to stretch my arms out to the sides before tying my wrists to the beam.

“Why … why tie me like this?” I asked and winced as the heavy beam pushed down on my neck and shoulders.

Ragnar tied a rope around my neck and smiled. “It marks you as the Jarl’s property, girl. You’ll be following him as he parades through the city.” He yanked at the rope and stepped off the ship.

The trek through the city was humiliating. Countless faces stared at me, laughing and pointing as I was dragged behind the Jarl as a prize. The beam on my back made every step a chore. I was out of breath, and I wished for it to end.

“You!” An old woman stood at the front of the crowd and pointed an arthritic finger at me. She looked at Harald, who had stopped to look at her. “Jarl Harald, this red-haired harpy will be the death of you!”

He paused. “This skinny slave?” Harald shook his head and chuckled. “You’re paranoid, Hilda.” He ignored the old woman and proceeded toward the middle of the large village, where the Jarl’s house was placed. The rope around my neck was tied to a tree, and I watched as the pillaged goods were divided among the villagers. The parade soon turned into a feast, and it seemed that people soon forgot about me. Other thralls served the Vikings mead and roast pig, and as the sun set, the feast started resembling an orgy. The women squealed and laughed as the drunk, rowdy Vikings pulled them close, and I watched in shock as pants were dropped and dresses lifted; the thralls were fucked, as were several of the women, and it looked like the most natural thing in the world.

“Are you hungry?” The kind, raspy voice caught me off guard. It belonged to a young girl, roughly my own age. She spoke English and looked at me with huge brown eyes. Judging by the traces of rust on her rough iron collar, she had been a Viking thrall for quite some time. I had been distracted by the loud decadence and had not seen her approach with a bowl of porridge. She smiled. “Do you understand me?”

I nodded. “Sorry, I was … distracted.”

“Understandable.” She started feeding me the tasteless porridge, but in my state, I would have eaten anything. “They get a little wild when they come back from their raids.” Her eyes flickered as she looked at the wooden beam still resting on my shoulders and neck. “So … you belong to the Jarl, just like me. I’m Aegwynn, by the way.”

“Astrid.” I looked at Jarl Harald, who was sitting nearby, laughing and drinking with his men. “How is he?”

She shrugged. “He can be cruel, but he won’t let anyone else touch his slaves.” Her cheeks blushed as she stepped closer. I could smell elderflowers in her dark hair. “He has a massive cock, though.”

I started coughing as I choked on the porridge. The rope around my neck only made it worse. “Sorry, that … that is nice, I guess?” I had never been with a man, and I was intimidated by the prospect that the Jarl would likely be my first. Yet I could not stop thinking about it after Aegwynn had left. My body ached from the uncomfortable position, yet I did not find myself missing home. Not really.

I was relieved to discover that the Jarl did not want to fuck me on my first night. When one of his men finally came to untie me, my arms were completely numb, and I screamed in pain as the blood flowed back into them. He tied my hands in front of my body and dragged me by the rope around my neck into the Jarl’s hut. I was placed in a steel cage, and it did not take me long to fall asleep on the pile of straw that was my bed. My dreams were haunted by Aegwynn’s words; I had never seen a man’s cock before, even during the nights orgy, and devilish shapes and lizard-like heads with teeth filled my hazy mind.

The next morning, I was given a pitiful meal and dragged out of the cage by Ragnar, the scar-faced Viking. It was still early, and most of the villagers had not recovered from the feast the night before yet. A few thralls had started cleaning up outside the Jarl’s hut, picking up broken cups while the dogs ate the leftovers. A few Viking warriors lay on the ground, snoring loudly.

“It was quite a party,” Ragnar said and massaged his temples. “Let’s get you to the blacksmith. The sooner I can put you to work, the sooner I can get back to sleep.”

I looked at him with a furrowed brow. “I’ll be working at the blacksmith?”

He smiled. “No, little girl. We need to get you restrained. You can’t work with your hands tied like that.”

The blacksmith sat leaning against the wall of his house when we arrived. He was a giant man, broader across the shoulders than any person I had ever seen. The bulging, tattooed muscles spoke of his impressive strength, and his surly face sneered as Ragnar approached.

“Not now, Ragnar,” the smith groaned. “Can’t you see I’m hungover?”

Ragnar nodded. “You’re not alone, Erik. I’m sorry to trouble you, my friend, but this is the Jarl’s newest acquisition. He wants her to get to work as fast as possible.”

Erik leaned forward and eyed me up and down. “This scrawny stick? She can barely lift a mug of mead.” His mouth opened in a toothless grin. “Nice tits, though.” He got up and started fondling my breasts on the outside of my dress with his rough, huge hands. “And a nice face. I don’t need to guess what he’ll be using her for.”

“Use your hands for smithing, Erik,” Ragnar said and laughed.

Erik nodded. “Very well. I think I have restraints her size, this way.”

As the smith closed the iron shackles around my wrists and the collar around my neck, an odd shiver ran down my spine. The weight of the metal was a constant presence, a reminder of my new status, but I found that I did not mind them. The crude chain connecting my wrist restraints was long enough to allow me some movement, and the collar was not too tight. The restraints were roughly the width of three fingers, and the shackles looked massive on my slender wrists. Ragnar locked a long chain to my collar and started walking back toward the Jarl’s hut, whistling a merry tune.

“You should chop off her head right now, Ragnar,” the old woman from the day before said as we passed her tiny cottage. She was sitting on a rickety bench while she put what looked like rat skulls onto a piece of rope. “She doesn’t belong here.”

Ragnar stopped and forced a smile, but I could tell that he felt uncomfortable in the presence of the woman. “Let it go, Hilda. The Jarl doesn’t heed your advice anymore.”

The old woman scoffed. “He should.” She tied the rat-skull necklace around her neck and glared at me. “I’ve seen what will transpire.”

Ragnar stared at her for a bit before pulling my chain, telling me to keep moving.

“Who was that woman?” I asked when we entered the Jarl’s hut.

“Hilda. She’s a Völva, a witch.” Ragnar removed the chain from my collar and sighed. “The Jarl doesn’t like her, but her magic benefits many in the village.” He gestured at the large hall that made up most of the Jarl’s hut; a fireplace was in the center, surrounded by large tables and an elevated throne for the Jarl to sit on. “Start cleaning here. There’s water in the well outside.”

He left. I was surprised to be left behind, but my restraints marked me as a slave; running away was not an option. Cleaning and serving. How is this different from my old life?

As the hours went by, my arms started getting sore. I was used to doing chores, but the added weight of the shackles made it a lot harder. Cleaning the hut was a neverending task; the Jarl sat in a room at the end, apparently looking and maps while planning the next expedition, and every time a Viking came to talk to him, they dragged mud with them and spat on the floor.

When I was finally finished, I allowed myself a short break on a bench in the corner of the hut. My lungs burned from exhaustion and my stomach growled.

“Do you want something to eat?” Aegwynn walked into the hut and handed me a dry lump of bread. She sat down next to me and nodded at the shackles on my wrists. “You’ll get used to them. I barely notice the weight anymore.”

I took a bite of the hard bread. “Thank you. I don’t mind them, I like how they look.”

Aegwynn raised an eyebrow. “You do? You’re an odd girl.” She fiddled with her own shackles and sighed. “I … I’ve been here a while. The Jarl likes me a lot.”

“Is that … bad?”

She shrugged. “I like the attention.” A subtle smile creased her ruby lips. “I like his cock. But it means that I’ll probably have to follow him into the next life. Whether I want to or not.” She looked past me and turned pale. “Get up. Start working. Now.”

We both jumped to our feet and started washing the nearby table. I looked up to try and figure out what had spooked Aegwynn, but all I saw was a tall, pale woman standing in the doorway leading to the Jarl’s bed chamber. She wore a thick blue cloak with fur lining, and thick gold bracelets adorned her wrists. The long blonde hair was braided, and she stared at me with visible disgust.

“Who was that?” I whispered.

Aegwynn winced. “Thyra. The Jarl’s wife. You do not want to cross her; she hates that the Jarl fucks his thralls, and she will use any excuse to punish you.”

At that moment, the Jarl walked into the large hall and approached Thyra. He pulled her in close and kissed her, but the intimidating woman did not stop staring at me. I felt cold to my bones, and I felt relieved when she walked outside with her husband.

I would not have to wait long before I felt the cruelty of Thya. A few days later, I was cleaning up after a meal when I happened to drop a jar onto the floor next to her. She stared at the shattered pieces on the floor and smiled, but there was no trace of joy in her cold eyes.

“You useless wretch,” she said and grabbed me by my hair. She bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. “You’ll pay for that.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, I …”

I was silenced by a hard slap to my cheek. I cried out with surprise and pain.

“Shut up! You’ll never speak to me again – it’s time you learned your place.”

Aegwynn stood nearby and stared in horror as Thyra called for two guards to come and grab me. I wondered if this was the end, if my life as a Viking’s thrall would be this shortlived. The day before, I had seen a slave beheaded in the main square as punishment for theft – all the thralls of the city had been forced to watch to discourage us, and the chilling sound of the man’s final pleas echoed in my head as the two strong Vikings dragged me into the city square followed by Thyra. The merchants peddled their wares and yelled for attention, but they went silent when I arrived. I was dragged to a platform in the middle; the same platform where the thrall had been executed the day before.

Oh, God, no!

“Chain her to the pole!” Thyra commanded. She took off her robe and rolled up her sleeves. “I’ll show her how we treat clumsy thralls around here.”

I could not help but feel relieved as my hands were raised above my head and fixed to a thick pole. A beating was better than losing my head, after all, but my eyes still lingered on the dark bloodstains on the wooden platform. The guards pressed a piece of cloth into my mouth and tied it behind my head before tearing my clothes off. It was a chilly day, and I shivered as the wind washed in over the fjord and hit my naked body. Thyra picked up a thin cane from a rack nearby and swiped it through the air while she smiled at me.

“I’ll enjoy this,” she said.

The first strike landed on my right breast, above the nipple. It was an intense, concentrated pain that caused me to scream. People stopped what they were doing and gathered around the platform, yelling encouragement to Thyra as she pummeled my body.

“Please, stop!” I cried as the strikes came harder and faster. Tears flowed from my eyes as red lines were drawn across my breasts, thighs, and belly. I tore at my shackles, but it only made them dig into my wrists. My skin burned, my breathing was rapid, and I felt like she was about to tear the flesh from my bones.

So why was I getting wet?

What’s going on? My father had beaten me on occasion, but I had never experienced this response from my body. The pain was brutal, yet something inside me was enjoying it. Parts of it.

I saw the Jarl standing at the back of the crowd next to a man dressed in equally impressive garb. They were deep in conversation, but Harald’s eyes kept being drawn to me. The pain clouded my vision, but I could swear that I saw him smile as a reluctant moan escaped my lips.

Thyra paused. She struggled to catch her breath as she stared at me. “You dirty, little whore … are you enjoying this?”

I shook my head. “No … no, Mistress.” My head could not accept that I could derive any sort of pleasure from this torture, but the juices running down my leg told a different story.

Thyra turned me around and continued whipping my back, but I could feel her getting tired. Her strikes were imprecise and weak, which only made it easier for my soaking pussy to turn the punishment into pleasure. It was a new experience for my body; I had been taught to resist temptation in order not to sin against the Lord, but this was something I could not ignore. No matter how hard I tried. As Thyra threw the cane aside, mumbling a series of curses in the name of Hel, I wanted to cry to release some of the tension building inside me, but I wanted to touch myself equally much. All of a sudden, my hands being shackled above my head became the worst torture.

“Leave her there,” Thyra commanded and stormed off.

The crowd dissolved as people went back to their business, but a few people lingered, staring at me as I hung from my wrists, tired and whimpering. I started feeling cold and helpless, but it was not as terrifying as I had thought. It was liberating. I was in pain, both from my searing skin and the shackles holding me, but the knowledge that I could do nothing about it somehow soothed my body. This is not you, Astrid. This can’t be you.

“You’re a true slave,” a dark, familiar voice sounded.

I looked up to see Jarl Harald standing before me.

“Master?”

A devious smile spread on his lips as he turned and walked back toward the man he was talking to earlier.

The sun had set when my shackles were finally released from the pole. I whimpered as the guards locked a chain to my collar and dragged me back to the Jarl’s hut. I had not eaten since noon, and when they pushed me inside a small room next to the main hall and locked my collar chain to a table filled with bread and roasted meat, I could not help myself and started filling my mouth with anything within reach.

“Bend over the table.”

I looked back over my shoulder and saw the Jarl standing in the doorway. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him.

I coughed as I choked on a piece of bread. “Master! I’m so sorry, I did not mean to …”

“Bend over the table.” He started removing his belt. “Now.”

My naked body quivered as I stood up, but before I could obey, Harald grabbed my hair and spun me around, pressing me against the heavy oak table.

“Please …” My voice quivered with anticipation and a hint of fear. I had waited for this for years, and it was finally going to happen. “I’ve never …”

“Shut up.” The Jarl spread my legs open and pressed my face against the table.

I felt something pressing against my pussy. I knew what it was, and even though this was all new to me, I knew I wanted it inside me.

“You’re wet, slave,” he said as he pushed inside. There was nothing gentle about it; his massive cock forced its way, filling and stretching me.

“You’re too big!” I cried, my nails scratching against the splintered wood.

It was painful. Uncomfortable. Intoxicating. He explored a part of me that no one had ever entered, and though my mind reeled against what was happening, my pussy enveloped his magnificent cock and soaked every drop of pleasure from it that it could. Harald grabbed the long chain connecting my collar to the table and pulled it, choking me, riding as if I was an unruly horse. Every thrust made my lower body crash into the table, and though it hurt, I did not want him to slow down. His strong hand started spanking my exposed buttocks, but it was enticing rather than painful.

“Watching you being punished was … exhilarating,” Harald laughed and whacked me harder. I could tell that being rough on me made him rock hard.

My shackles clattered against the table as plates broke and mugs spilled. As he pushed deeper, my whimpers turned into loud moans; he was still big, and I was still tight, but pleasure had pushed its way through the initial fog of discomfort.

It was intense. Pure lust, pure sexual energy. I wanted it to continue, but the Jarl had other plans. He pulled out, leaving an empty, gaping hole of arousal behind. He spun me around and looked at me with a smile. I could not help but stare at his glistening cock; I had never seen one before. It was massive, hard, throbbing with power.

“Get on your knees, slave. I want you to taste yourself on my cock.” He smiled and pushed me down onto my knees.

I slowly opened my mouth. I had no idea what to do next, but I wanted to please the Jarl. I wanted more of his cock. He pushed his cock against my full lips until they opened fully and allowed him inside. I struggled to contain him, trying to get used to the taste of my own juices. I did not want to displease my new master, I knew that it could be bad for my health if I did, and to my surprise, I kept taking more and more of him inside me. He started groaning as he pulled the chain to my collar to send his cock down my throat.

“Yes … not bad,” he said. I swallowed the compliment along with another half-inch of his member. “Let’s see how you handle my seed.”

Your what?

He pushed deep inside my mouth, causing me to gag. Warm fluid suddenly spewed from his cock, catching me by surprise. Some of it went down my throat before he pulled back and shot the rest of it onto my face. It seemed like devilry as the sticky substance showered me, and I screamed in surprise, eliciting a roaring laughter from my owner.

“None of those flaccid monks ever whipped their cocks out at you, girl?” Harald chuckled as he pulled his pants back up.

I shook my head and wiped a strand of the horrifying substance from my face. “No, Master. What … what is it?”

“That, my slave, is my seed. Get accustomed to it.” He emptied one of the few mugs of mead that had not been spilled during the act. “You’re not a bad fuck for your first time, girl. I’ll enjoy having you around more than I thought I would.”

With those words, he turned and left, leaving me shackled to the table, my crotch throbbing and my face soaked in cum.

Maybe this slave thing has some bright spots, I thought to myself.

The next day, I was cleaning out the pig den, managing to enjoy the sunlight despite the stench, the shit, and the heavy shackles making my work even harder. Aegwynn had laughed at me when I had told her of the weird substance that had shot from the Jarl’s cock, and though I had been skeptical, she had eventually convinced me that every man was capable of doing so and that the Jarl was not a supernatural creature. Though I was still sore, part of me hoped that the Jarl would soon come to see me again; Aegwynn had told me that though women could not produce the same substance, they could reach a similar explosion of pleasure, and the idea of this intrigued me.

I saw movement out of the corner of my eye.

Is that … Thyra?

I snuck closer to the edge of the wall next to the pig pen. The Jarl’s wife walked slowly, looking over her shoulder as if she was trying not to be spotted. The area behind the pig pen consisted of dense trees and a treacherous swamp that Aegwynn had warned me not to get close to, and I could not fathom why Thyra would go there.

I’ve seen that man before. I tried to stay hidden as I watched Thyra meet with the well-dressed man I had seen talking to the Jarl yesterday during my punishment. He had the same eyes and rugged handsomeness as the Jarl, and now that I was not being distracted by Thyra torturing me, I did not doubt that this was the Jarl’s brother.

They kissed.

My hands flew to my mouth in surprise, and the sound of my chains caused Thyra to look toward the pig pen. I jumped back, out of sight, and ran towards the Jarl’s house.

I saw Thyra several times that day; she did not even look at me, and I was certain that she had not spotted me during her sinful encounter. The day was filled with chores, and I was looking forward to sleeping in my cage after a long day when Thyra walked up to me after dinner.

“You. Come with me.” Her voice was cold, and I felt a growing knot in my stomach as she grabbed the chain to my collar and dragged me toward the Jarl’s bedroom.

It was a large chamber with a massive bed in the middle. Beautiful depictions of the Norse Gods were carved into the heavy bedframe, and dozens of soft animal skins were strewn across the floor and the bed. The Jarl lay there, naked, looking surprised when we entered.

“What is this, Thya?” he asked.

Thyra smiled. “A surprise for you, my Jarl.” She locked my collar chain to an iron ring on the wall next to the bed. “I want her to watch. And maybe … participate.”

“Oh, I like that,” the Jarl said and pulled Thyra into the bed.

I watched as he tore the dress off his wife. Their bodies mingled in a display of intense passion, and my eyes swallowed it all. It fascinated and aroused me to watch, and I noticed that my own pussy was getting wet.

I waited.

I wanted to join.

I wanted to be part of it, to feel him inside me again.

I started touching myself on top of my dress. Discreetly; I did not want the sound of my chains to interrupt them, but I could not help it. I had never done so before, it was a sin, yet my touch fed the arousal I was feeling.

Thyra moaned as she lowered herself onto the Jarl’s massive, hard cock. She started riding him, throwing her long hair back as she scratched at his chest.

She looked at me. Stared into my soul.

Blood.

Blood everywhere.

I had not seen the dagger hidden under the furs.

The Jarl screamed as she stabbed him repeatedly. The furs and skins turned red as the life drained from him, and the screams soon turned into a hollow rattle, then silence.

“I saw you, you whore,” Thyra said and threw the dagger at my feet. She climbed off of the Jarl, dipped her hand in the blood, and wiped it on my stunned face. “But no one will believe you now.”

She smiled. Then she took a deep breath.

“GUARDS!” she screamed. Her voice was desperate and emotional as she ran out of the bedroom. “SHE KILLED HIM! THE SLAVE KILLED THE JARL!”

My mind screamed for my body to react, but I was not able to do anything but stare at the lifeless, bloodied body before me. I could hear shouting from the hall outside the bedroom, and I did not protest or resist when the Jarl’s guards overwhelmed me, and within seconds, everything turned black.

The sky was dark when I came to. My head felt like it was stuck in a vice and pounded insistingly. I could taste blood and cloth; I tried to reach my mouth with my hands, but my arms could not move. A flickering fire had been lit nearby, illuminating a sea of pale, angry faces. In front of them stood Thyra, the Jarl’s brother, and Hilda, the völva.

“How could she get hold of a knife?” Hilda asked and stared at me with curious eyes. “She was chained, wasn’t she?”

Thyra sighed. “Does it matter, witch? She killed my husband. I want her to pay!”

“Cut off her head!” a man in the crowd shouted, leading to several others repeating the demand. They were silenced when the Jarl’s brother raised his hand.

“The killing of a Jarl is a most heinous crime,” he said in a booming voice. “My beloved brother will never find the way to Valhalla because of this wretched woman.”

I shook my head, tried to speak, but the cloth in my mouth prevented it. They had locked me in a tight cage, making me unable to move, and tears started flowing down my cheeks as the crowd started suggesting even more torturous means of execution.

Thyra looked at me with a superior, spiteful smile. “Death is too good for her.” She whispered something to the old crone who nodded.

“That is old, dark magic, my Lady,” Hilda said and rubbed her hands.

“Can you do it?” Thyra asked.

Hilda nodded again. “I can.” She looked at me. “Get her out of the cage, chain her well. I’ll fetch what I need for the ritual.”

What ritual?

I was stripped of my clothes. The blacksmith Ragnar replaced the locks on my shackles and collar with bolts that made it so the restraints could never be removed, even with a key, and heavy ankle shackles were added to make it even worse. Once again, I was chained to the pole in the middle of the city square, in front of a roaring fire and curious crowd.

My heart beat like a drum. Thyra’s sadistic smile made my stomach churn, and a crippling panic rose in my body when Hilda started chanting in a language I did not understand. Her gray eyes turned white, and an odd heat started emanating from her as she approached me. She dipped her fingers in a black paste and started drawing runes on my naked body. I did not know if it was the increasing heat or the panic that caused it, but my body started shaking, and it felt like my bones were ready to jump from my body. I screamed into the cloth gag and tore at my chains, but they had put chains around my stomach, thighs, and upper body to keep me in place.

What is happening?

I stared in horror at my breasts. They had always been fairly large, but they started growing. Thyra’s laughter echoed in my ears as I screamed. It felt like the skin was about to burst.

“Christian whore!” Hilda shouted. Her eyes had returned to their original color, and the heat from her body had dissipated. She stood in front of me with a satisfied grin on her face. “You’ve been cursed by the gods! Forever will you walk this earth, unable to die and go to the world beyond. Forever will you feel the pain of brimming udders without the ability to give life.” She laughed and pointed a bony finger at me. “We cast you from these lands; walk until you cannot walk further, then keep walking. Men will desire you, keep you, and you will forever be a slave to their needs.”

She nodded at the guards who removed the chains holding me to the pole. My body still sizzled with odd energy, but I did not have time to reflect on it. The crowd started throwing rocks and mud at me, yelling obscenities and curses.

“You better start running, girl,” the Jarl’s brother said with a smile. “And don’t come back.”

I turned and started walking as fast as I could, but the shackles around my ankles made it difficult. I held the chain to my collar in my shackled hands, crying as the sharp rocks pummeled my back. I fell, again and again, but I kept moving.

I was broken when the sun finally rose over the horizon. The villagers had not followed me, and only Ragnar, the scarred Viking, had ridden next to me to ensure that I did not turn back. Whenever I had fallen or tripped, he had beaten me with a whip until I had gotten back onto my feet. The moment I crossed the small stream that marked the edge of the lands belonging to the deceased Jarl, he stopped following me and simply stayed there, watching me collapse to the ground on the other side of the shallow waters.

My lungs burned.

My breasts hurt; they were huge now, and with nothing to support them, walking for hours had been extremely painful. The skin was stretched on top of them, and as I gently pressed them, milk started trickling from the nipples.

This can’t be happening, I thought to myself. I had not had time to adjust to my life as the Jarl’s slave, and now I was banished, accused of a murder I did not commit, and cursed.

Immortal.

The word kept ringing in my head. I refused to believe it was true, but Hilda had been able to fill my breasts to the brim with milk, so why would she have lied about making me immortal? I stared at the shackles around my wrists and ankles; I had no way of removing them, and I suspected that the black runes on my body marked me as someone to be avoided. I tried rubbing one of them off without luck.

“They’ll come on in time,” Ragnar said. He was still watching me with cold eyes from atop his horse. He nodded at my shackles. “Those, however, will not. Unless you find a kind person with the tools to help.” He laughed. “And those are few and far between in these lands.” He stroked his large beard and pointed toward the mountains in the distance, past a huge, dense forest. “I’d go in that direction if I were you, Cursed One.”

I staggered to my feet. “Why … are you helping me?”

He shrugged. “Because you’re innocent. The guards all know that Thyra has been fucking Ulf, the Jarl’s brother. You were just a suitable scapegoat.” He took an apple from his pack and threw it toward me. “You’ve got a rough life ahead of you, Cursed One.”

“Why didn’t you stop Thyra?” I asked as I bit into the juicy apple.

“Ulf has his own men. Besides …” He straightened himself in the saddle and turned his horse around. “Who would want to help a slave?” He started riding, but one question still lingered in my mind.

“What will happen to Aegwynn, the Jarl’s thrall?”

“Aegwynn will follow him to the afterlife. I doubt her head is still attached to her body.”

I walked for days. The shackles dug into my ankles, but I found that looping the long chain to my collar around the ankle chains and pulling them upward eased the pressure on my tendons, but my progress was still slow and exhausting. I had no food, no water to drink, and only the milk in my breasts, which seemed to fill up despite the lack of nourishment, sustained me. If Hilda’s curse was real, I should not be able to die from hunger or thirst, but it did not prevent my stomach from growling loudly.

I leaned against a tree next to a forest path and let out a loud, exhausted sigh. It was getting dark, and I had nothing to shield me from the chilly evening air. I closed my eyes as my fingers absentmindedly fiddled with the thick steel around my wrist. What sort of existence did I have to look forward to? I was an outcast in a strange land I knew nothing about, helplessly chained, hungry, desperate. My hands started to wander across my swollen mammaries. They were strained and sore, sensitive to the touch, and a subtle trickle of desire started seeping through my body as I caressed the nipples and felt a drop of milk on my finger. My breathing calmed, and I soon fell into a restless sleep.

I opened my eyes when I heard the squeaking sound of a cart and a whinnying horse. The sun had barely begun to peek over the horizon, and it took my tired mind a few moments to remember where I was. My first instinct was to hide, but I was tired, and the sight of the farmer’s cart laden with goods made my mouth water. I stood up and made a feeble attempt to gain control of my unruly, filthy hair.

The young farmer’s eyes widened when he saw me standing at the side of the road. “Odin’s beard, what happened to you? A runaway thrall?”

“Not … really. I belong to no one.”

“Is that so?” He scratched his scraggy, dark beard. “Those chains would suggest otherwise.”

I had no idea how to explain my predicament, and my stomach was screaming at me. “Please … can I have something to eat? I’ll do anything.” I pushed my enormous bosom forward and fluttered my eyelashes, but I was inexperienced in the art of seduction, to put it mildly.

The man laughed. “Young lady, I can smell you from here. You are filthy and unappealing, and my wife would not hesitate to kill me if she smelled you on me.” He jumped off the cart, still chuckling to himself. He grabbed a woolen blanket from the seat and handed it to me. “Use this, you must be freezing.”

“Th… Thank you.” I was not used to kindness, and though the wool was itchy, the warmth was welcome. “How can I repay you?”

“You don’t.” His voice hardened as he made room in the back of the cart. “I’ll drop you off near Utvigg, it’s half a day’s ride from here, but if anyone approaches us, I’m throwing you off the cart faster than you can blink, do you understand?”

I nodded. It was more than I could have hoped for.

“Feel free to eat a bit, just don’t touch it all.” He glanced at the runes on my body. “I do not recognize the curse, but I have no intention of taking part in it.”

I felt invigorated and encouraged as I waved goodbye to the farmer later that day. My stomach was full and my body rested, and even though I was still weighed down by heavy chains and on my own, knowing that there were kind people in this world did change my perspective, at least for a bit. I had no illusion that I would not face hardship, but it was a more manageable prospect on a full stomach. I could see the smoke rising from the fireplaces in the nearby settlement; it was a quaint town, situated at the foot of the towering mountains next to a small fjord. I had no idea how I would be received, but I saw no other option than to head toward it. I looped my collar chain under my ankle restraints and started walking across the muddy field. It was a beautiful day, and when I figured out that tying a knot on the farmer’s blanket and turning it into a sort of sling for my breasts could alleviate a lot of the discomfort, I started making good time.

It did not take long before I was noticed by a farmer working in the field. He ran off toward the town, and before long, three riders approached me. The burly Vikings stared at me with grim eyes, all of them with a hand on their axes.

“You! Cursed One!” one of them said. “What are you doing here?”

I looked at him with pleading eyes. “I’m just looking for food and shelter.” I raised my shackled hands. “I’m of no danger to anyone. I was falsely accused and punished.”

The three men looked at each other, visibly uncomfortable with my presence. One of them leaned down and grabbed the chain to my collar.

“We’ll take you to Jarl Sven. He’ll decide what to do with you.” He yanked the chain, causing a sharp pain in my neck. “Try to keep up.”

The three started riding. It was nearly impossible to keep up with the horse in the mud, and without my collar chain to keep the pressure off my ankles, I was soon in a lot of pain. Before long, we entered the small town, and as I had expected, people stared at me in disbelief as I was dragged behind the horse toward the Jarl’s house, the largest building.

“Fetch the Jarl,” one of the men said as they got off their horses and pushed me inside.

The house was warm and welcoming, but I did not have time to appreciate it. I was forced to my knees in front of the Jarl’s throne. My lungs burned from the rough trek, and as I watched the well-dressed Jarl enter, I felt like a filthy pig being led in front of a king. He stared at me, but I saw no disgust or hatred in his eyes.

“What is this?” the Jarl asked and looked at one of the men who had captured me.

“We found her walking the fields to the south, my Lord.”

The Jarl scratched his chin. “A Cursed One.” He turned toward an elderly man who had entered with him. “Bjorn, what can you tell me? I have never seen a Cursed One before, I thought it was just stories told to scare children.”

The man stepped forward, his shimmering blue eyes fixed on me. The gray hair was thin, and so was the body, but the grooves on his old face emanated wisdom. “Hmm …” He started circling me, occasionally pausing to lean in and study one of the runes on my body. “The runes are already fading, but from what I can tell, she has been cursed by a very powerful Völva. This is dark magic the likes of which I have never seen in my lifetime.” He smiled. “It must be Hilda. I thought she was dead.”

I nodded. “It was.”

The man raised an eyebrow. “A thrall speaking in the presence of a Jarl?” He chuckled. “I suppose you haven’t been a slave for long, girl?”

I shook my head.

The Jarl stepped closer. “Tell me, slave … what did you do to earn this curse?”

I weighed my words. “I … I didn’t do anything, I swear. I was used as a scapegoat, blamed for killing Jarl Harald.”

“Jarl Harald is dead?” Jarl Sven looked at Bjorn. “I guess Thyra finally got tired of the games and chose Ulf. We had better prepare the men, in case the power-hungry simpleton decides that his new lands aren’t large enough.”

Bjorn nodded and left the room.

The Jarl turned toward me. “As for you, little thrall. What did Hilda curse you with?”

I nodded at my breasts. “This.” I squeezed my nipple and sprayed a jet of milk onto the stone floor. “And immortality. Also, I will never be able to bear children.”

A smile spread on the Jarl’s thin lips. “A gift from the Gods.”

“It doesn’t feel that way.”

“Not for you, for me.” He took the chain to my collar and pulled me to my feet. “This way.”

He dragged me into a small room where a small crib had been placed. Lying on a pile of thick furs was twin babies, sleeping.

“My wife recently died during the birth.” The Jarl’s face contorted in pain. “We are struggling to find someone who can feed them.” He looked at me. “You belong to me now, slave. And a slave you will remain. You will be milked, so the boys can live.” He looked me up and down. “And I might find other uses for you as well.”

After several days in the wilderness, the thought of being enslaved once again did not sound so bad, as long as it meant that I had a roof over my head. The Jarl did not seem overly cruel, and knowing that my curse could help save the life of the babies did fill me with a sense of purpose. I was allowed to bathe, but the Jarl had no intention of removing my restraints, and an hour after arriving at Utvigg, I found myself chained with my hands above my head in the corner of the Jarl’s main hall.

It could be worse, I thought as the nearby fire warmed my naked body. My breasts were bursting with milk, and a few drops were already trickling down my skin. There was no one else in the hall but a nervous-looking girl walking toward me carrying a wooden bowl. She wore a steel collar, marking her as a thrall, and I could see her lips quiver as she approached me.

“I … I’ve been tasked with milking you,” she said.

I smiled at her. “I’m not dangerous.”

”You are cursed,” she said.

I nodded. “I am, but I’m still just Astrid. What’s your name?”

“I … I’m Ingrun.” The expressive eyes stared at my udders. “They’re huge.”

“I’m aware. You can go ahead and milk them, I’d appreciate it. They’re hurting from all the milk.”

Ingrun nodded. It took her a bit to get the hang of it, but before long, her soft, slender hands got into a rhythm, and a welcome sense of relief washed over me as I was milked into the wooden bowl.

“Mmmm … that’s nice,” I said, leaning my head back against the wooden pillar. “Thank you. You have gentle hands.”

Ingrun seemed to be relaxing more in my company and even managed a subtle smile. “You’re very beautiful, Astrid. I’m sure the Jarl will want you soon enough.”

I wouldn’t mind that.

“So are you, Ingun.”

The hair was raven-black and long, and the huge brown eyes betrayed every thought and emotion. The thin woolen dress showed off her slender body and small breasts.

“There. That should keep the twins nourished for now,” she said and put the bowl down on a nearby table.

“Do you want a taste yourself?” I asked with a smile. The feel of Ingun’s hands on my breasts made me yearn for more intimacy. “Please?”

She looked over her shoulder before nodding. “I do.” Ingun leaned in and closed her soft lips over my nipple, creating a vacuum to suck part of the breast into her mouth. There was still milk left, and it soon started trickling from me, aided by her hands gently massaging the breast. I let out a relieved moan as my body started writhing, and a spark of arousal was ignited inside me.

We did not speak. Ingun came in closer; I could feel her warm body against mine, and I did not protest when I felt her hand move down, caressing my inner thigh before moving up toward my vagina.

Oh, yes!

It was intimate and tender as her fingers started tracing the labia. I bit my lower lip to keep from crying out; I did not want anyone to notice us. My knees weakened as she slid two fingers inside me. I was wet and receptive, and she found points of pleasure I did not know existed. It was the polar opposite of my only other sexual experience – it was loving and attentive, focused on my pleasure, and I smiled as I looked down and into her curious eyes. While her fingers were busy sliding in and out of me, she pressed her palm against my clit, and it was as if the world shattered around me. I had never felt anything like it in my life.

“That … that feels amazing!” I whispered, unable to contain my excitement. Ingun did not answer; she merely continued to drink from my breasts while she fingered me.

I no longer noticed my sore arms or the weighty steel locked onto me. I did not care about slavery or immortality. I did not mind my gigantic breasts. I just wanted more of this.

It was my first orgasm. It was as if I had been thrown off a cliff as I felt the surge of orgasmic energy. My entire body arched as I pulled at my shackles and screamed in surprise. Ingun got startled and pulled away, disappearing with the filled bowl of milk, but I barely noticed. I shook with pleasure as my legs stopped carrying me for a moment, leaving me dangling from my wrists. A huge smile was etched onto my face, and it was still there when a surprised guard entered to see what was happening.

I want more. Immortality was a hard concept to grasp, but this … this I could understand.

My life as Jarl Sven’s slave was very different from my previous experience. I was not tasked with menial chores, but it did not mean that my days were easy. From morning until evening, I was shackled in the corner of the Jarl’s hall with my hands over my head. It was tiring and painful, but I did not complain. Ingun milked me several times a day, and when we were alone, she did her best to relieve my discomfort with her magic fingers and mouth. At night, I got to lie on a worn bearskin in the same corner with my collar attached to the wall. Being cursed made me a curiosity, and when the Jarl had guests over, they would gather around me to sample my milk and stare at me. The Jarl kept me inside to not spook the villagers.

It could be worse, I thought to myself at night when everyone else was asleep and my fingers slipped inside me, mirroring Ingun’s movements. I sought the same high over and over, and I rarely fell asleep without pleasuring myself.

One night, the Jarl came to me. I was still standing against the wall, waiting to be released, but it was not what he had in mind. The hall was empty, and he was naked. A glorious, thick cock hung between his legs.

“You’ve done well so far,” he said, running his strong hand across my swollen breast. “Let’s see if you have more than milk to offer.”

I smiled at him. “I live to serve, my Lord.” I spread my legs to invite him inside, even though it strained my arms further as my body lowered.

“You will be an heirloom of my house,” he said as he started stroking his cock. “If you are truly immortal, you will forever be bound to my lineage.” He nodded at my shackled hands. “Literally.”

I could have worse masters, I thought to myself as I stared at his cock. He lifted my leg as much as my ankle restraints would allow and slowly inserted his cock into my dripping wet pussy. He smelled of smoke and sweat, his body warm as a furnace, and his cock filled me to the brim. Ingun’s fingers were tender and gentle, but this was pure, animalistic lust and power. The muscles in his strong upper body tensed as he lifted part of my weight and started thrusting into me.

By God, that feels incredible!

Every time I thought he could not get any deeper, it was as if he grew inside me and pushed me further. My foot lost contact with the ground when he started thrusting harder, leaving me impaled on his cock, hanging from my wrists. It was brutish and mighty, and my body was flooded with lust and desire.

The hand not holding my leg started groping my milk-filled breasts. It was harsh and violent, but the pain quickly turned to pleasure, made even better when his lips closed around my nipple and started drinking. The milk flowed, as did my juices; I could feel them running down my inner thigh. My body crashed against the harsh wood behind me, but again and again, I found that the pain fueled the fire within me.

“By Thor, that is a nice pussy,” the Jarl grunted. Sweat glistened on his forehead, and drops of milk were visible in his dark beard. “I wonder if you are cursed or blessed, thrall.”

At that moment, I was wondering the same. My clit rubbed against his pelvis, sending me over the edge. I screamed. I screamed his name, thanked him, begged him to not stop. I pledged myself to him, submitted fully.

My words were but feeble whimpers when I felt him spill into me a few moments later. He paused, staying inside me as he panted and groaned. When he pulled out, I was spent and tired. His seed trickled down my leg as I looked up at the tall, muscular warrior with a thankful smile.

He took a step back and looked at me with narrow, pondering eyes. “A magnificent body,” he muttered and scratched his beard. His cock rested in his hand. “We’ll have to find more uses for you, my slave.”

I nodded. “Whatever you desire of me, I will do, my Lord.”

***

The chain to my collar clattered loudly, but it did not prevent the men from carrying on their conversation. Important matters were discussed, orders were given, and it was as if no one noticed me. The new Jarl Ulf had attacked Jarl Sven’s outer settlements in an attempt to expand his territory, but Sven had created an alliance with a few other Jarl’s and recently defeated Ulf in a decisive battle.

“What should we do with Ulf,” a voice sounded behind me.

I could feel Jarl Sven’s body tense up at the mention of Ulf’s name, but I kept sucking his cock. It was one of my new tasks; I was kneeling in front of his throne, my collar locked to its base, pleasuring the Jarl as he dealt with the matters of the day. I still spent much of my time in my spot in the corner, but this was a welcome respite.

“Execution by blood angel,” Sven said with a dark, commanding voice.

“And Thyra?”

The name made me pause for a moment until the Jarl’s hand grabbed my hair and forced me to continue. My tongue danced up and down the underside of his cock as he pondered the question.

“Give her to Jarl Leif as a thrall. He hates her guts … he’ll have fun with her.”

I smiled as I heard of Thyra’s fate. Shortly after, I swallowed the Jarl’s load and looked up at him with loving eyes. He patted me on the cheek and gestured for me to kneel next to the throne. As I licked my lips clean, I breathed a sigh of relief.

I was an eternal hucow slave. But for now … it was not too bad.

CONTINUED IN PART 2
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others? Contains all four stories in the series.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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